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By ENSIGN CLARKE. BEECH. US SiN? 


~ CHAPTER I. 
AN IMPORTANT MISSION. 


It was early/ morning with the block- 
ading squadron off Havana, and there 
was unusual activity among the Ameri- 
can warships. : ie 
The sun had scarcely shown above the 
horizon before signals from -the New 


York had summoned the commanders of 


_ several of the vessels on board the flag- 


ship. <A short conference had been held 
there, and now two of the vessels, the 
officers having returned, were steaming 
away to the eastward, saluting the others 
as they passed them. 

The errand upon which those two 
ships were bent was plainly evident to all 
those who watched them; for one of 
‘them carried a curious arrangement of 
grappling irons in the bow. ‘There was 
no one who saw them that did not envy 
those on board of the lucky vessel. 

One was a simall cruiser, the Nash- 


we are especially interested in her. It was 
the gunboat Uncas of which Naval Cadet 
Clif Faraday was the junior officer. 


» Clif was on board then, a tall, hand- 


some lad with curly brown hair; he was 
standing in the stern shading his eyes 
and gazing in the direction of the reced- 
ing flagship. | x 

He saw Bessie Stuart standing on the 
quarter-deck of the fig cruiser and watch- 
ing the Uncas steain away. Clif had said 
good-by to her, for he did not expect to 
see her again; Rear Admiral Sampson 
had promised to send her to Key West 
that afternoon. 

In the excitement of what was before 
him the cadet was very soon obliged “to 
forget his friend; as the last vessel in 
the long line of the blockading fleet 
swept astern of the Uncas, Clif turned 
and went forward to join Lieutenant 
Raymond, the vessel’s commander? | 


The lieutenant had been watching the 


The other was even smaller, but ~preparations on board of the Nashville, 
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which was a short ways ahead of them. 


‘proached. 


*"You will have all the excitement you 


want to-day, Mr. Faraday,’ he remarked, 
pleasantly. “ 

Clif did not as yet know where they 
were bound, for the officer had returned 
from the flagship but a short while ago, 
"anad had not had time to communicate 


the news. 
bed aca 
So Clif looked at him inquisitively as 


he said that. 


““T see the Nashville is fitted out Hoi 


cable cutting,’’ he said. ‘‘But I do not 
know where.’’ ig 

‘Tt is Cardenas,’’ answered the other. 

Clif started as he heard that abrupt 
announcement. A look of delight swept 
over his face. For he knew that the 
lieutenant had named ‘a well-fortified 
harbor, and that if there was any cable 
cutting to be done there there was indeed 


a prospect of excitement. 


Destroying the Spanish means of com- 


“munication was the latest diversion dis- 
covered by Uncle Sain’s sailors. It wasa 


far imore interesting occupation than 
lying around all day off ‘Havana sleepily 
eyoing the forts. But yesterday two of 
the smaller vessels had come in badly 
battered up with an exciting tale of a 
lively encounter with the batteries of 
Cienfuegoes, “and since thea every one 
had been anxiously wondering who would 


_ be next. 


- The cutting of cables. having once be- 
_ gun, everybody knew that it must be the 
intention of the Government to isolate 
- Cuba completely, and if that was the case 


He lowered his glass as the cadet ap- 
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there was plenty of work cut out for the 


gunboats. 

Clif could hardly keep still for joy 
when he learned suddenly that morning 
that he was on one of the lucky vessels. 
But lhe was sure of it when he saw the 


Uncas set out to follow the Nashville, _ 
which had arrived from Key West tlre _ 


previous night after having been rigged 
out with a set of grappling irons with 
which to drag for the submerged cables. 
And when Clif heard Cardenas he 
almost shouted for joy. Lieutenant Ray- 
mond notited his look of delight and 
smiled. % 


“They have three 
‘“Vou can improve your 
There will be 


plenty of time, for we mean business. ”? 


there,’’ he said. 


target practice on them. 


Clif saw the quiet, fitm’ look in the 
officer’s eyes as he said that, and knew 


that he meantit. Lieutenant Raymond 


was a man of few. words, but he was. 


always ready when the time came for 


action. 


And as he turned away to see that 
everything on the little 
ready for the morning’s work, Clif felt 
sure that before that morning had passed 
the Uncas,would be inside of the harbor 
of Cardenas in spite of possible mines and 
torpedoes, dodging around to protect the 


‘small boats of the Nashville while they 


performed their hazardous duty. 

And that was a prospect that made Clif 
Faraday’s blood leap; the cool morning 
breeze that played around the vessel was 
not more active and lively than he. 


The Uncas, which was a converted 


steel tug, made good time through the 
Boys, Even in Fiction, You Can Have More Than One Friend. 


heavy batteries — 


gunboat was 
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sparkling water, and the blockading fleet 
receded rapidly. She and her companion 
were about of equal ‘speed, and they had 
a merry race for a time while the crews 
worked cheerily away at the task of get- 
ting ready for their dangerous work. 


Every one knew that it was dangerous; 


and yet nobody thought much of it, so 
eager were they for some excitement after 
the weary watching in front of the be- 
They knew that they 
were going into a real action this time, 


leaguered city. 


though of course none of them could tell 
that their cable cutting exploit at Car- 
denas was destined to be one of the most 
famous incidents of the war. 


The two vessels were quite near to the 
Cuban coast as they hurried along, and 
since the air was clear and bright they 
could see everything plainly; twice*in 
the course of their run Spanish batteries 
hidden in the sand~ tried a shot or two at 
them as they steamed past. 

But the American vessels went on in 
And indeed the 


gunners deserved 


sublime indifference. 
aim of the Spanish 


nothing more. 


“Meanwhile in preparation for the real 
business of the day ammunition for the 
guns was brouste up and arms served out 
It was with 


to the Uncas’ small crew. 


grim satisfaction that the sailors loaded 
up their revolvers and buckled their 
sabres to their belts. 

The discipline on the ship was so per- 
fect that it was a very short time indeed 
And then 


came an impatient wait of several hours 


before everything was ready. 


while the run to Cardenas was made. 
‘CAre we to have any other vessels to 


help us??? Clif inquired of Lieutenant 
Raymond, who was standing in the bow 
with his glass. . 

“The Hudson and the Winslow are 
coming up from the other direction,” the 
officer answered. ‘‘And if we can’t man- 
age it we’re to wait for them. But I hope 
that won’t be necessary.’’ 

‘““How many cables are there ?’’ 

‘“ Three, 


officer responded to that. 


according to reports,’’ the 
‘*But I do not 
think it will take us very eee. to find 
them.”’ 


He went on to inform the cadet that a 
Cuban who had. formerly been a pilot in 
Cardenas bay was now on board of the 
Nashville, charged with the duty \of 
guiding them in the search of the cables. 
Lieutenant Raymond had in his pocket a 
chart of the harbor with the batteries all 
carefully marked. 

One of the advantages Clif had found 
in being attached to one of the smaller 
vessels was that he shared in all his 
superior officer’s knowledge of what was 
On board of the New York 


Clif knew no more about his captain’s 


before them. 


plans than the lowest stoker in the hold; 
but on the Uncas he was obliged to act 
as officer of the deck half the time and so 
Lieutenant Ray- 


whatever information 


mond might have he always shared with 


the cadet. 

And so he spread out the hastily 
sketched diagram, the ink of which was 
still fresh from the Cuban’s pen ; 
of the enemies’ guns were all noted down 


the size 


and so Clif had a chance to see just what 
he would have to face. 


The prospect was one that would have 
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made some people feel uncomfortable; 
but Clif only muttered, ‘“T'he more the 
merrier.’’ The size of the guns was not 
of much importance, for the possibility 
of their projectiles hitting anything but 
water was not considered. 
**Are there any mines??? Clif asked. 


“None in the entrance to the outer 
bay,’’ answered the other, ‘‘and that is as 
far as we have to go.’’ 

“That is one thing to be thankful for 
rate,’’ said Clif. 
the batteries with more peace of mind for 
that.’’ 

‘He studied the paper carefully, and no- 
ticed a mark in red ink on shore close 


at an 4 can shoot at 


/to the water’s edge. 


**What is that ?’’ he asked. 
**Some sort of a signal station,’’ said 
Tt 
wooden tower, I believe, with a telegraph 


The cables land near 
SKS 


the lieutenant. is some sort of a 
outfit and so on. 
there too, I think.”? 

‘fAnd what are we to do with it?’ 

~*“The orders are to smash it with a few 
shots. But we will attend to the batteries 
first.’’ 

‘“*Why not land, and capture it??? Clif 
asked eagerly. 

~ The officer smiled at his wild sugges- 
tion. 


« ‘*T am afraid it would take an army to 


‘*We are safer on board 


~ ~ 


do that,’’ he said. 
of ourship.”” — 
. Clif felt like remarking that Wags had 
not come for their health, but he thought 
he had better not; still he tucked that 
landing project away in a corner of his 


_ mind for future use. 
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And as it happened it proved of very 


much use indeed. 

Clif had slant: of time to study the 
chart and geteverything fixed in his 
mind. By the time the Uncas and the 
Nashville (which she managed to leave a 
short distance behind her) had began to 
near their destination he knew the harbor 
almost as well as if it were before him. 

“The first thing we ought to see,’’ he 
muttered, half to himself, ‘‘is that long 
cape——’’ : 

‘‘And there it is now,’’ said the lieu- 
tenant, who overheard him. 

He pointed ahead, and in toward shore, 
Clif studied the spot carefully with the 
glass and was able to make outa little 
hut which was marked as being near the 
shore. 


And after that it was a very short while 
indeed before the tWo vessels were at the 
scene of excitement. 

The plan as arranged was to waste no 
time in loitering near the entrance of the 
outer bay, but to steam right in and get 
to work. 

‘“We may be half through before the 
batteries wake up,’ said the lieuteyant. 4 

And so, hugging the shore as closely 
as they dared, and keeping out of sight, 
the two vessels rapidly approached the 
entrance to Cardenas harbor. 


Everything on the Uncas was on the 
qui vive, men straining their eyes and 
clinching their fists excitedly. For it was 
time then for the fun to begin, andina 
hurry. 
knew it was likely to last for some time. 

There was no sign that the enemy had 
sighted the approaching vessels. They 
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“\gounded the little cape without firing a 


shot or being fired at. 

And then Cardenas bay lay Matches in 
front of them, town, mountains, batteries 
and signal station, all just as mapped. 

Clif and the lieutenant both took it in 
at a glance; and then suddenly the latter 
gave vent to a muttered exclamation. 

Just as the Uncas~ glided into view 
around the cape to the alarm and con- 
sternation of every one in the bay, a row- 
boat which had been out in the middle 
turned and started for the shore. 

And Lieutenant Raymond’s exclama- 
tion was caused by his noticing that it 
was manned by Spanish sailors; they had 
turned to ) Tun.away the instant they saw 
the gunboat.” 

Its occupants at that distance could be 
plainly seen; Clif glanced at them and 
saw four men at the oars, and an officer 


seated in the stern. There was one other 


occupant in the bow, a man in civilian’s 


clothes, and with a white bandage tied 
about his head. Being in the bow his face 
was toward Clif; and as he glanced atthe 
man the lad started blackward in amaze- 
ment. . ip 
Lieutenant Raymond noticed it; for at 
that instant the Spanish batteries apened 
fire on the Uncas and the officer turned to 
see why Clif, who was ‘in charge of the 
bow gun, did not ot reply. 

“What's the matter 2 he cried. 

By way of answer the “cadet sprang to- 
ward him. 2 

“Lend me the glass,’? he cried, anx- 
iously,. ‘‘Just a moment!’ 
He took one glance at the occupants of 


that rowboat, which was bounding away 
at the top of its speed. - 
The one glance was enough; with a 


‘shout of warning, Clif leaped toward the 


gun. 
‘It's Ignacio!’ he cried. ‘‘Ignacio, the 
spy who tried to stab Admiral Sampson !’’ 


CHAPTER II. 


e 
IGNACIO’S CLOSE SHAVE. 


- 


The effect of Clif’s startling announce- 
ment was that,the cable cutting plans 
were almost forgotten in an instant. It 
had been Lieutenant Raymond's intention 
to save precious time by steaming straight 
in, to the place where the cables were to 
be dragged for; but when he heard Clif’s 
shout and realized what it meant, he gave 
a quick order to the man at the wheel, 
and the tug swung round like a flash. 

She started over in the direction of 
that rowboat; the spy Ignacio was a more 
valuable prize than any cable. 

Those in the little rowboat were in a 
dangerous position just then; they were 
near the shore, it was true, but also they 
were near the Uncas; and Ignacio must 
have seen that he had been recognized. 

For the sailors redoubled their desper- 
ate efforts, and the officer half rose in his 
seat to urge them on. 

The next few moments were exciting 
one¢s for all Sactias concerned. As the 
Americans had expected, the batteries 
got to work the instant the warships were 
sighted; and the roar of the firing after 
t was alinost continuous. 

“The aim was bad enough at first. But 
the shot and shell soon whistled past the 
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Uncas on évery side. Nobody heeded it, 
however. 

As for Clif, he was blind an deaf to 
everything, except one thing. 
that twenty cables were not as important 
to him as the capturing of the villainous 
spy. 

The bow gun of the Uncas was loaded 
and the sailors standing by impatiently 
He lost 


not a second after his warning cry, but 


waiting for the cadet to aim it. 


sprang toward it eagerly. 

If ever hatred nerved Clif’s arm it did 
sothen. Hatred he certainly felt toward 
Ignacio, and it was the kind of hatred 


that is a virtue. 


There rose up before his mind as he 
knelt behind that guna picture of what 
had taken place the last time he had seen 
that Spaniard. It was a picture that made 
Clif shudder. 

He saw himself buried in one of the 
horrible underground dungeons of Morro 
Castle, alone and at the mercy of that 
fiendish Ignacio, and Clif’s blood never 
failed to run cold as he thought of the 
tortures he would have had to undergo, 
had he no been saved, by the merest acci- 
dent, from the hands of his infuriated 
eneny. 


Clif had left the man lying on that dun- 
geon floor apparently killed by a blow 
which had been dealt him on the head. 
That statement is sufficient to explain the 
presence of the white bandage on Igna- 
cio’s head. | 

Clif was boiling over with excitement 
at that. moment, but his hand was cal 


and steady. He swung the gun round un- 


til he had it full upon the flying rowboat. 


HURRAH FOR “THE STARRY FLAG.” > a 


He felt _ 


TRUE BLUE. 


There was not much time to spare for — 
the boat was nearing the shore; there 
would not be an opportunity for many 
shots. And so there was all the more need 
that the first shot should be straight. 

Already the water about the boat had 
begun to be tore up by the shot. The 
Nashville was also training her rapid-fir- 
ing guns upon ‘it. That, however, Clif 
scarcely noticed; he meant to.rely on his 
own shot and no one’s else. 

And so when hesprany back and pulled 
the firing trigger of the gun his heart al- 
most stopped beating while he waited dur- 
ing the instant that followed. 

And tlren he gave one cry of delight, 
a cry that was echoed by the Uncas crew 
into a cheer of victory. Pe 

‘Well done!’’ shouted Lieutenant Ray- 
mond. 


The shot had struck the frail rowboat 
full in the centre and had shivered it to © 
fragments. When the puff of smoke blew 
past the occupants of the boat were seen 
to be floundering in the water. c 

‘We've got them now!’’ laughed Clif, 
gleefully. 

But he was mistaken, and he saw it to 
his consternation a moment later. 

"It’s a shoal !’’ he gasped. 

For the Spaniards were in water not 
two feet deep, and they were making a 
wild dash for the shore splashing along 
with all their might! = 

At the same instant both Clif and the 
lieutenant jerked out their revolvers. In 
response to the latter’s quick command 
half a dozen of the sailors did likewise, 


aud a perfect hail of bullets rattled about 
the Spaniards, 
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The range had been close for the big 
gun, but it was rather long fora revolver. 
Still, during the few seconds it took the 
fugitives to reach the land two of them 
were dropped by the bullets. @ 

But Clif gritted his teeth angrily, as he 
saw that the one person they were most 
anxious to hit was apparently uninjured. 
Ignacio’s white; bandaged head bobbed 
on. Anda moment later he reached the 
land. 

He sprang out of the water and dashed 
wildy away; it was but a second or two 
more before he was lost to sight in the 
bushes. And Clif flung his revolver to the 
deck in disgust. 

Lieutenant Raymond was alinost as 
angry as the cadet, for he knew all about 
Ignacio, and he knew thiat the Americans 
had no more treacherous and cunning en- 
emy than that Spanish spy. 

But in the sitiiation they were they had 
no time to waste in regrets. 

For they were under fire from the heavy 
Cardenas batteries; at that very instant 
there was a crash, and the first shot that 
hit them tore a great hole through the 
gunboat’s funnel. 

That called back her Reeve to the main 
business of the day. Lieutenant Raymond 
turned sharply away from the chase of 
Ignacio, and Clif, too, alinost forgot it in 
the excitement that followed. 

During the brief incident narrated 
above the Nasliville had been heading 
straight on into the “bay, and so had got- 


ten the start of the Uncas; but the gal-7 


lant little tug set out after her, while the 
shore p guns blazed away at both of them. 


he pa’. good their aim was, too; they © 
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made the Americans’ position a far from . 
or + 
comfortable one. But nobody flinched or 


thought of stopping. They had come in to 


drag for the cable, and the quicker they 


did it the better. 

Clif found opportunity to drown his sor- 
row at Ignaciu’s escape in replying to the 
fire of the Spanish batteries. He was soon 
completely engrossed in the new work. 

He had the bow gun all to himself, to 
do what he pleased with. 

Shot and shell tore past him, but he 
did not heed it. Clif was used to that by 
this time, and the hum of bullets was 
music to his ears. 


He chose the nearest of the shore bat- 
teries, growing nearer every Instant. 

He could not see very fairly because 
they were hidden by smoke but he got 
the range correct and then with two of 
the sailors to help him load and fire he 
kept blazing away just as fast as he could 
work the gun. 

And at that task he kept steadily, 
neither looking to right or left, for the 


next five or ten exciting minutes of that 


-engagement. 


Meanwhile, calmly, as if no such thing 
as a Spaniard ever was or would be, the 
Nasliville’s boats had been gotten away 
and were setting to work at their danger- 
ous task. Batteries might churn up the 
water around them, but still the cables 
had to be cut. , 

The charts of the Cuban pilot had 
proved to be very accurate; they proved 
to be accurate iu, the case of thie cables, 
too, which was fortunate, considering the 
haste in which the work had to be done. 
The Nashville had steamed boldly in 
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until she was within half a smuiie of the 
batteries The Jittle Uncas was even 
bolder, and C]if soon had a very close tar- 


- get indeed to shoot at. 


He made the most of his chance, as 
also did the gunboat, which swung round 
and opened broadside on the batteries. 
The little vessel was soon hidden in-a 
cloud of smoke. 

In the meanwhile, Lieutenant Ray- 
mond, cool as a lumpof ice, was strolling 
up and down the deck, smiling as the 
shells sang past Ifim, and studying the 
scene with his glass whenever he gota 
chance. 


There were many things to interest him 


—the effect of his own vessel’s firing, the. 


success of the Nashville’s boats, the daimn- 
age done by the Spanish shots, the possi- 
ble arrival of the other vessels or of Span- 
ish troops on the shore. All these as the 
commander of the vessel he had to watch 
out for. 

And as it afterward proved it was well 
that there was somebody to do so, for it 
was not very long before the lieutenant 
made a discovery which was destined to 
prove a very important one indeed, in 
fact, to make all the difference between 
success and failure in that cable cutting 
expedition. 


For perhaps five minutes the combat 
went on just as it was, the Uncas being 
struck by several shots but having no one 
injured. What damage was done to the 
Spanish no one could say, because of the 
smoke. 


» But Clif was soon doing his very best to 
“make it. considerable. He had flung off 
“his coat, for it was hot work on the steel 


deck and behind that blazing gun. Fired - 


twenty or thirty times a minute it soon 
got red hot, so that if gave off great 
clouds of hissing steam when one of the 
sailors set to work dashing buckets of 
water over it. 


And yet red hot or arivaine’ wet made no 
differerice to Clif, who was dripping him-_ 
self with perspiration, and red hot with 
excitement. His fire never slackened for 
an instant of the time. 

So engrossed was he in his task that he ~ 
did not notice anything of what was go- 
ing on about him.” 


Lieutenant Raymond had been care- 
fully scanning the shore, and suddenly he 
made a startled exclamation. Then, just 
as suddenly, he turned and called to Clif. 

‘*Cadet Faraday,’’ he cried, ‘‘come here 
please.’’ 

But Clif did not heara word of it. The 
first warning he had was when he felt 
some one touch him on the shoulder. 

He faced about and saw that it was the 
lieutenant. Sia ~ 

‘‘Let the sailors manage that guna 
moment,’’ said the officer. ‘‘Come back t 
here out of the smoke.”’ 

Clif was reluctant to leave the gun; 
but as he glanced at the officer he saw an ~ 
excited look on~his face. And so he fol-~ - 
lowed him quickly. Sis 

The lieutenant stepped toward the stern 
whete the smoke of the battle was not so 
heavy, and he put the glass into Clif’s 
hand and pointed toward the shore. 

‘Look at those men,’’ he cried. 

Clif saw with the naked eye three or 
four men hurrying across a cleared space 
off to one side. 

The spot was just a little to one side of 
the signal station before alluded to. 

Who the Spaniards were Clif had no 
idea; but when he glanced at them with 
the powerful binoculars he saw, and 
started back with a cry. 

For the foremost of ‘the men wore civil- 
ian’s clothing, and had his head tied in a 4 
white bandage. 


“It’s Ignacio!’ exclaimed the cadet. | 
And Ignacio it was, for a fact. The fel- ee 


low had made his way ytbrongh: the Bishes: « 
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along with the other survivors of the row- 
boat. The signal station was about a quar- 


ter ofa mile further inside of the bay 


than the spot where they had landed. 
Clif raised the glasses again to watch 
the three; he was just in time tosee them 


disappear in the building. And though 


he watched carefully, he failed to see 
them come out. 


Amid the din and excitement of that 


_ scene one had to think quickly; Clif did 


it. If anything was to be-nade of that 
discovery it must be done at once. 


‘‘We'll drop some shells into the 


place,’’ muttered the lieutenant. 


But Clif had a better plan than that; 
he had that one tucked away in a corner 
of his mind and now it occurred to him 
like an inspiration. 


He took one swift glance along thie 
silent shore; he saw no one near that sig- 
nal station, and it was then that the wild 
plan occurred to him. 


He whirled about and faced the lieu- 
tenant, his eyes dancing. 


**T know what to do, sir!’’ he cried. 

It was not his place to make sugges- 
tions, but in the excitement neither he 
nor the officer thought of that. 

‘“What ts it ?’’ cried the other. 

*fAs I said—land and capture them, and 
the station, too!’’ 


Lieutenant Raymond started back as 
that bold suggestion was made, but he 
saw the plan was worth considering. Ig- 
nacio was a valuable prize. 


‘But they'll run away before we can 
get there,’’ he muttered. ; 


‘Don’t let them see us,’’ was the 
cadet’s response, ‘‘Land outside behind 
the cape; wecan head them off in back.’’ 

As was the quiet lieutenant’s custom he 
stood for at least a minute thinking over 
that suggestion and weighing the chances. 
He raised his glass, and carefully studied 
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the shore once more, and the signal tower 
where Ignacio had disappeared. 

Then, while Clif watched him anxious- 
ly, breathlessly, knowing how much 
hung on the deci$ion, he turned and took 
one more glance at the batteries up the 
bay which were making it so nnpleasant 
for the Uncas just then. 

Finally, as he made up his mind, he 
turned and looked at Clif. 

“Mr, Faraday,’’ he said, ‘‘the com- 
mand of the party would fall to you. I 
dare not leave the vessel.”’ 

‘*T am willing,’’ said Clif. 

‘*It is a very dangerous venture.’’ 

‘‘T know it, sir,’’ was the calm re- 
spouse. 

“And you may be cut off; you may 
not get back, for I cannot spare many 
men.’’ 

**Half a dozen will do.’’ 

‘‘And you wish to take the risk?”’ 

a | do.’’ 

“Very well, then. We will try it.’’ 

Anda moment later the lieutenant’s 
clear voice rang through the vessel. 

“Cease firing! Port the helm!’’ 


CHAPTER III. 


' 


A DARING VENTURE. 


None of the men on the Uncas had any 
idea what that order meant, but the lieu- 
tenant did not think it necessary to ex- 
plain. As the firing ceased he signaled 
for half speed and stepped to the pilot 
house to direct the quartermaster at the 
wheel. | 

The little gunboat steamed over toward 
the Naslrville, and passed close to her 
stern. As she didso Lieutenant Raymond 
shouted to the commander of the other — 
vessel for permission to land a party and 
attempt Ignacio’s capture. The comman- 
der of the Nashville was the lieutenant’s 
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senior, and therefore in command of the 
expedition. 

The work of cutting the cables was half 
accomplished by that time, and so the 
permission was prompfly granted; a mo- 


inent afterward the Uncas signals rang for 
full speed, and she turned tail and ran 


swiftly out of the battle. 

The lieutenant could hear the Span- 
iards cheering at that; and he smiled 
sarcastically. 

“They will probably send word of their 
glorious victory,’’ he said, ‘‘that is, if 
they can manage it before the cables go.’’ 

But the Americans did not mind that. 
The crew had heard the lieutenant’s cry, 
and they knew that it was not cowardice 
which prompted his leaving. 

The gunboat steamed at full speed out 
toward the open sea again; no prepara- 
tions were made for the landing party, 
for it was more than likely that Ignacio 
was watching them from the signal 
station. 


The only thing that was done was to 
call for volunteers. The officer explained 
in afew words what it was proposed to 
do, while the eager men, still standing at 
quarters, listened attentively. 

“You may come back,’’ he said, 
briefly, “and you may not. Who will 
go?’ S 

He knew before he asked the question 
what the answer would be; every man 
stepped forward at the word. 

There were about a dozen sailors on the 
little tug. Half of them could be spared, 
and since it was Clif’s command, the lieu- 
tenant turned to him and told him to se- 
lect whom he would. , 

Clif picked out the men who had been 
with him before, and who knew him. 
Then silently they returned to their 
places to wait until ‘the vessel should be 
out of sight from the harbor. 

That was a very few moments, but 
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they were aggravatingly long ones to chit 
and also to the lieutenant, who was anx- 
ious to get back into the fight they were 
leaving behind them. 

It was a pretty sight to see the Nash- 
ville at a distance, clouded in smoke and 
banging away at the shore forts; but no- 
body on the Uncas took time to notice it. 

The gunboat reached the open, and 
turning as quickly as she dared, randown 
the shore in the shallow water behind the 
cape. It was only a few seconds more be- 
fore the battle, and the harbor too were 
no longer to be seen. 

Before them ran_ the shore, sparsely 
wooded and desolate, no one in sight. 
Without a word Lieutenant Raymond sig. 
naled to reverse engines. 


And as he nodded to Clif the lad gave 
the order that sent the lucky half a dozen 
sailors toward the small boat at a bound, 
Iu au almost incredibly short space of 
time the boat was in the water and the 
eager men tumbling into it. 

They were in a hurry—nor did they 
have to wait for Clif. He was in his seat 
with the first of them—and then came the 
order to cast off and pull away. 

Like a shot from a cannon the little 
boat bounded over the waves in the direc- 
tion of the shore; the Uncas turned slowly 
and soon disappeared around the cape 
again, 

But quick as she was the crew of the 
small boat were quicker. Before they 
were lost to sight the lieutenant had the 
satisfaction of seeing them race in on top 
of a great breaker that swept them on to 
the sandy beach. 

Clif’s sharp eyes had been scanning the ~ 
shore in the meantime. He held his revol- 
ver in his hand, ready in case he should 
see any signs of a lurking foe. 

But apparently there was no one in the 
neighborhood. The men rowed in, at any 
rate, without being interfered with. 
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As the boat bounded in on the wave 
and reached the sliore the men leaped out 
and seized it, bearing it on with the im- 
petus it had gained. They ran it high up 
ou the beach safe from the waves, and 
then jerking out their revolvers and cut- 
lasses they fell in behind Clif and started 
on a trot across the country. 

For Clif had hesitated only for a mo- 
ent while he got his bearings, and then 
silently and swiftly he set out on the 
short journey. we 

It was ‘‘bush country,’’ through which 
they were going; and though traveling 
was hard, the sailors found it easy to keep 
hidden, which squared the account. They 
gritted their teeth and clutched their 
weapons eagerly. 

For surely this was a bold effort, if ever 
there was one. Seven men setting out in 
a country full of their enemies to capture 
a prisoner from the rear, and not know- 
ing but that they might meet au army in 
the meantime. 

It was true that theships were near; 
the noise of the firing was loud as ever. 
But the ships could not aid them until 
the must dangerous part of the adventure 
was over. | 


So they had none to rely on but them- 
selves, and their own bravery. They 
meant to die fighting, no matter how 
strong a force they might meet. 

The excitement and the difficulty of 
traveling made tle sortie seem emuch 
longer than it really was. But Clif had 
the sound of the firing fora guide, and 
pressed on resolutely. : 


No Indian could have scanned the 
woods in front with more sharp attention 
than he did; but no one was seen. The 
gallant little band struggled on without 
interruption of any sort until they knew 
that they must be nearly opposite the sig- 
nal station. 

There was need for double caution then. 
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Clif turned in the direction of the bay and 
slowed into a walk, peering ahead 
through the trees and bushes. 

He had his revolver cocked, ready for 
the first of the enemy he caught a 
glimpse of. But as it chanced the first 
warning he got of the fact that he was 
nearing his destination came in another 
way. 

He caught a gleam of yellow through 
the trees. and with one step more he 
could see that it was the Spenish flag 
floating from the staff on the top of the 
signal tower. 

The men stopped involuntarily fora 
moment. Then, as Clif started forward 
again, they pressed close behind him to 
follow. 


The signal station was very near them 
then. It was a small wooden building 
fronting the bay; the second story wasa 
scaffolding, reached by a ladder, and had 
something of the appearance of a ‘*‘tower’’ 
as we have called it. “Ihe Spanish flag 
was waving defiantly froin the top. 

That much was seem by the Americans 
in one instant for that was all they de- 
layed. ‘That Spanish flag was like a red 
and yellow rag to a bull. Clif waved his 
sword to the men and leaped forward. 

‘Charge!’ he shouted. , 

And with a ringing cheer, the gallant 
sailors bounded out of the thicket and 
across the little clearing toward the object 
of their attack. 


Just as they had expected they saw the 
startled faces of their enemies in the 
doorway. Clif swung up his revolver and 
his shot was followed by a rattling volley 
from the men atshis back. 

The Spaniards made an effort to reply, 
but the charge of the ‘‘ Yankee pigs’’ had 
been so sudden that it took them aback. 
They ran into the building and a moment 
later Clif, with the eager tars behind him, 
burst impetuously through the doorway, 
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CHAPTER IV. 

RAISING THE FLAG. 

There was no resistance made to the 
wild charge of the Americans. There 
were only three or four of the Spaniards, 
and they must have thought from the 
shouts and firing that a whole ariny was 
attacking them. 

For as Clif rushed in he saw them 
cowering in a corner of the room, staring 
at him. 

And so he checked the impulse to fire. 

“Do you surrender?’ he demanded, 
sternly. 

None of them seemed quite calm 
enough to answer, but there was evident= 
ly nothing else for them to do. The sail- 
ors crowded in and leveled their revolvers 
at them. 

As for Clif, the moment he saw that 
they did not mean to fight, he sprang 
toward them excitedly. There was but 
one thought in his mind—the head with 
the white bandage. 

And he saw that it was not there! 

Quick as a flash he turned to the men. 

‘“Two of you keep watch outside!’’ he 
roared. ‘‘Quick! Shoot that fellow if you 
see him!’? 

A moment later Clif fancied that he 
heard a’sound above him there was a lad_ 
der leading up through a trap door in the 
roof to the platform above. 

And Clif bounded toward it. He had 
no thought of the possible danger, no 
thought of anything else just then. He 
was wild, with but one idea in his mind 
that fiend, Ignacio, must be caught! 

And gripping his revolver in one 
hand Clif leaped up the ladder. It took 
him but a moment to reach the hatch- 
way opening. 

If Ignacio had been there he could 
have shot his old enemy or cloven his 
head with a sword; for as Clif clambered 
up-he was helpess, 
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But he struggled to his feet and gazed 
about him unmolested. There was still). 
no sign of the object of his search. ‘The 
roof of the building was deserted. 

Clif gave an impatient exclamation. 
Had he come all this way for nothing ? 

There was still above him the platform 
or top of the scaffolding.. It was reached 
by another ladder; and there was a pos- 
sibility of the spy having taken refuge 
there. Again without hesitating Clif 
sprang toward it. » 

He felt that he could die content if 
only he could secure that Spaniard. But 
the satisfaction was still denied him; for 
the cunning fellow was vowhere to be 
seen. 


As Clif came out upon the lofty plat- 
form he had a glorious view of the bay 
and the fighting. He could see the Nash- 
ville still banging away ; he could see the 
Uncas racing in to take her part in the 
combat once more; he could see the woods 
and town and the batteries and the sea 
stretching out on the other side. 

But Clif had little thought for it all; 
wrath and disappointment filled his heart. 
He had come all this way for nothing; 
the spy had escaped him again. $ 

He would scarcely have glanced about 
him at all had not asound attracted his 
attention; he heard loud cheering; and 
disgusted though he was that could not 
fail to arouse his curiosity. 

He gazed about him anxiously, and saw 
what it meant, the sound come from the 
shore of the bay a little way beyond. 

Reinforcements were arriving. A boat’s 
crew from the Nashiville had crept quiet- 
ly in toward the shore under the pretense 
of looking for the cable. And now they 
had heard the cheers of Clif’s men, tell- 
ing them that the time had come. 

They had answered the shouts and 
rowed in with all their might. Even 
then they were scrambling out onto the 
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beaeh just as the boat’s crew from the 
Unicas had done. 

But Clif saw that with very little in- 
terest; he Was still thinking of Ignacio. 

He was on the point of turning to 
hurry down the ladder again, when he 
chanced to notice a flapping noise above 
him. It was the Spanish flag waving 
with the breeze. 


The cadet took one glance at it and 
~ then out flashed his sword. With a single 
whack he severed the halliards. Then 
slowly, faster and faster, the hated banner 
glided down, and caught by the wind, 
sailed off and fluttered down to the 
ground below. 


That was seen both from the ships and 
the landing party. Cheer after cheer 
rolled up at the triumph. But Clif did 
not stop to notice it; he had wasted too 
many precious seconds already. 


He raced down the ladder again into 
the room where three of the sailors had 
mounted guard over the prisoners, three 
Spanish sailors. They had plucked up a 
little courage when they saw they were 
not going to be murdered. 

They had given up their arms, and re- 
treated into the corner again, when Clif 
came tearing down the ladder. 


¢ 
EA ages : frightened them more than ever, 


for he drew hs sword and strode savagely 
over to them. 

‘‘Where is that spy?’? he demanded, 
. sternly. 

One of them finally managed to 
answer, addressing Clif in Spanish; he 
did not seem to know whom the cadet 
meant by the ‘‘spy.”’ 

“T mean Ignacio!’’? snapped Clif im- 
patiently. ‘‘And answer me without any 
fooling.”’ 

‘‘He—he hid,’’ stammered the fright- 


ened man. 
‘Where did he hide?”’ 
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‘“T—-T do not know, senor. 
Maria——”? 

“That isa lie!’ snapped Clif, gripping 
his sword and frowning savagely. 

He knew that the only way he could 
get any information was by frightening 
the man nearly to death; and so he 
sprang at him, while the sailor whim- 
pered in fright. 


Santa 


“T_T do not know, senor,’’ he cried 
) ’ 


again. ‘‘Por dios, I swear it. He went 
out the back door there, when you 
shouted, senor. Santa Maria! I cannot 


tell more!’’ 

It was plain that the man was telling 
all he knew, and so Clif rushed to the 
door again. «There was a sailor standing 
there on guard and one in the rear also. 

‘‘Nobody passed us,’’ they both de- 
clared. 


And so Clif began to realize to his dis- 
gust that his prize had really escaped 
him; he had had all his trip for nothing. 

With his sword he poked round in all 
the odd corners of the building; he found 
a telegraphing outfit, and a half-completed 
arrangement for heliograth signaling, 
all of which it would be his duty to de- 
Stroy. But of Ignacio, there was no sign. 

‘“‘T guess he’s gone,’’ groaned Clif. 

His attention was taken away from the 
matter just then by the arrival of the 
boat’s crew from the Nashville. They 
came dashing up the hill, cheering and 
shouting for all they were worth. 

They were under the command of one 
of the Nashville’s young officers, Ensign 
Willard. When they reached the build- 
ing Clif felt compatatively safe from an 
attack, for his small force was more than 
doubled. 


The first sailor who entered the room 
bore something in his hand that fired 
Clif’s blood, and for a moment almost 
made him forget Ignacio. 

It was a brand new silk flag, and Clif 
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sprang toward thie sailor as he held it out 


to him. A moment Jater he was bound- 


ing up the ladder. 


Fortunately, there was a double set of 
halliards to the flagpole, and one pair was 
still left. Clif unfolded the beautiful 
banner and then flung it to the breeze. 

As he ran it up to its place he raised 
his hat and gave a wild yell of victory; 
it was answered by a perfectly deafening 
shout froin the men below, and more 


faintly from the Nasliville. 


It was the first time that the Star 
Spangled Banner had waved over a cap- 
tured bit of Cuban soil. It was enough 
to make the brave sailors cheer. 


As Clif came down again, his blood 
thrilling with excitemént, he saw that 
under orders from the Nashville Ensign 
Willard had set to work with his men to 
smash things to pieces in the enemy’s 
signal station, which it would be obvi- 
ously impossible to hold very long. 

The sailors rather enjoyed that task. 
They were like a lot of small boys smash- 
ing windows in a deserted house. The 
way they chopped up the telegraph in- 
struments was a caution. 

It was a delicious pastime while it 
lasted, and everybody pitched in to have 
a share in the sport. It was interesting 
to fancy what the operators at the other 


end of that telegraph line must have 


thought was happening. 

In that destruction, however, Clif took 
no share; it was not that he was opposed 
to it, for he held all things Spanish as 
sinashable. But after the momentary ex- 
citement of hoisting the flag the old feel- 
ing of disgust had come over him again. 

He had made the desperate sally for 
one purpose, and in that purpose he had 
failed. 

He tured and strode discousolately 
out of the building, where two of the 
merry tars, for lack of Spaniards, were 
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busily chopping holes in the rainspout of 


the building. 


Clif did not join in the sport, but 


strode moodily away across thesclearing. 


He was still thinking of Ignacio. 

“If I had only caught sight of him!’ 
he groaned. ‘‘If I could ouly get one 
chance for a fair fight!’ ) 

There is a story in A%sop’s fables of a 
traveler who, tired out bya long jour- 
ney, sat down by the roadside and called 
upou Death to come to his relief. 
When Death came he found that all the 
frightened traveler had to ask was that 
he would go away again. 

And so very likely it was in Clif’s case. 

For as it happened he was destined to 
have his wish come true; he was to catch 
sight of Ignacio, and that very soon. 

Clif in his disgust at the Spanish spy’s 
‘“fescape’’ had forgotten to take account 
of the fact that the Spanish spy’s hatred 
of him was, if possible, even more intense 
than Clif’s own dislike. The man was 
quite as anxious for a whack at the cadet 
as the cadet for a chance to return it. © 

It was Clif, as fate had willed, who had 
foiled all of Ignacio’s plots, and Ignacio’s 


fury had increased with every one until * 
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it was now an all-consuming passion. 

Ignacio was quite willing to give his 
life or risk it, for a chance to murder 
Clif. 


The lad had strolled away a short dis- 
tance across the clearimg toward tlie 
thicket. He was still musing upon his 
failure to capture his dreaded enemy. 

And he was suddenly startled to hear 
aslight noise in the thicket near him; 
he glanced up quickly, and to his uncon- 
trollable horror saw Ignacio peering at 
him from the bushes. 


The Spaniard’s face was convulsed 
with rage; and one hand clutched a re- 
volver, straight into the barrel of which 
Clif’s staring eyes were looking. 
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it was Ignacio’s moment of triumph! 

Clif staggered back with a cry of alarm 
as he saw the trap into which he had 
walked. 

He heard the man hiss between his 
teeth a furious oath; anda second later 
he pulled the trigger; and there was a 
blinding flash. 


CHAPTER V. 
A RECKLESS CHASE. 


Just what had happened during that 
terrible instant Clif could not have said; 
but it seeined to him as if there were two 
reports in quick succession, The second 
was the louder, Ignacio’s. 


It was that fact, and that alone, that 


saved Clif Faraday’s life; one of the 
sailors had been watching him, and had 
seen Ignacio rise. 

He had whipped out his revolver, and 
fired in one instaut; he did not expect to 
hit, for he did not try to aim. 

But the shot served its purpose; it had 
. disconcerted the Spaniard at the moment 
he fired. 


Clif felt a sharp stinging pain in his ~fates were guiding him. 


shoulder; he staggered back, and Igna- © 
cio, with a cry of triumph, turned and 
disappeared in the thicket. 

It-was well that the cadet fell, or the 
assassin might have fired again, 

As it was, he fled) thinking that he 
had succeeded. 
But Clif was not dead by a good deal. 
He was on his feet in a second or two, 
with only one idea in his mind. He 
whipped out his revolver and leaped into 
those bushes at the very top of his speed. 

That he was badly wounded, that he 
Might aneet enemies, that Ignacio might 
_ turn, that he might not get. back in 
time to join his friends—all were possi- 
bilities that never once occurred to Clif. 
In his mind there was but one thought— 


‘not have known himself then; 


Sirs 
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there was Ignacio, the man he had meant 
to catch. 

And he set out with the speed of a 
whirlwind. He fairly tore his way 
through the thicket. 

The shouts of his friends seemed to 
fade in less than a minute. There was 
only one thing—the crashing sound 
ahead } 

Even without the sound it would have 
been easy to follow Ignacio, by the path 
he tore through the thicket. It was easier 
for Clif to follow when the path was thus 
cleared for him. 

But it would have made no matter to 
Clif had it been otherwise; he must have 
caught that man in any case, for his 
speed was something amazing. Clif would 
all the 
wrongs he had suffered from Ignacio 
surged up before him, and he was as if 
possessed by a devil. 


He had tle strength of a trained run- 
ner. Every ounce of nerve and muscle in 
his body went into that blind chase. 

It was swift and sure. Clif knew that 
he would catch him; he felt as if the 
Iguacio might 
dodge and turn and struggle on until his 
lreart burst; he might turn and empty 
his revolver at Clif if he chose. But 
caught he was going to be all the same, 
and all Spain could not heip it. 

And so Clif shouldered his way on 
through the bush, bounding over stumps 
and fallen logs and streams, crashing 
throug: bushes and brambles’ and 
withered cane. His breath began to come 
hard, and the warm blood poured down 
over his revolver, but he never once 
faltered. He knew that the blood would 
not spoil the cartridge, and that was his 
only care, 

On and on and on! The crashing sound 
seemeéd to come nearer every minute, the 
footsteps growing louder. Clif peered 
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ahead grimly, gripping his weapon like 
death and racing on. 

He knew that it could not be for much 
longer. Ignacio was lithe and active, but 
his strength was no match for the cadet’s. 
He must soon turn, stand at bay, fight. 

And that was all Clif wanted! 

He got it. He bounded on, never 
faltering, never flagging; and then sud- 
denly he burst out of the thicket and 
found himself on the bank of a little 
stream. 


Ignacio had just leaped across it; he 
was just disappearing in the bushes 
again. 

But he heard the step behind him, and 
he turned, like a stag at bay. 


The villain’s face as he fronted Clif at 
that moment was a study. Rage and de- 
spair and hatred, weakness from his ter- 
rible run and horror at discovering his 
victim seemingly come to life—all were 
written in his frenzied features. 


Clif, as he saw him, had tossed up his 
revolver; his heart was positively gay 
then, bounding in triumph. He had his 
one desire. 


Ignacio, too, raised his weapon, as he 
turned; he was a shade the quicker, too, 
and fired first. 


But his aim was different then from his 
first cool one; his hands were trembling 
with weakness and rage. His shot went 
wild. 

And the fever of the chase was in 
Clif’s blood so that he laughed aloud; h 
saw that he had his man and a wild plan 
occurred to him—he would take him 
alive, drag him back by the hair of his 
miserable head and hang him from the 
cross tree of* the vessel whose gallant 
commander he had once tried to stab. 

Desperately calm and scornfully reso- 
lute was Clif as he aimed his own revol- 
ver. It was a careful aim, yet quick, so 


that Ignacio might not have a noed 
chance to fire. 

Just what he meant todo Clif suc- 
ceeded in doing. His shot struck Igna- 
cio’s hand where he held his revolver, 
and the Spaniard dropped it with an oath 
and a yell of pain. 

And Clif laughed as he heard him. 

‘‘Surrender!’’ he called. ‘‘Quick py 

The baffled man cast in Clif’s direction 
a look of hatred so intense and malignant 
that it lives in the cadet’s memory to this 
day. ‘The frenzied man would have torn 
out his heart if he could. ; 

As it was, he turned once more and 
sprang toward the cover of tle bushes, to 
make one more desperate effort at flight. 

‘Stop!’ shouted Clif to him. 

But the Spamard did- not heed; and 
slowly, never moving from whiere “he 
stood, Clif raised his revolver and fired 
again. att, 

His aim was still steady. He ma ut 
that bullet to aD. Ignacio, and stop him 
it did. 

It struck him in the thigh, and he 
dropped; he turned as he did so, and as 
his hand lighted on a stone’ beneath him 


f 


»he flung it in his hatred and savage help- 


lessness straight at Clif’s head. 

But the lad stepped to one side and 
once more laughed. His heart was 
bounding in triumph just then; he felt 
that the purpose of his life was accom- 
plished. 

It seemed to Clif when he remembered 
that fever of his subsequently that his de- 
sire for revenge got too much control of 
him. But surely if ever vengeance was 
just it was just then. The memory of 


Morro’s torture chamber was still danc- 


ing before Clif’s eyes. 

And so he had no pity for the hateful 
spy; he bounded lightly across the stream 
and stepped toward him, 

Ashe did so he noticed a move of 
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Ignacio's that was destined to prove im- 
portant, of far more importance than any- 
thing that had so far transpired. Clif was 
glad indeed subsequently that he had 
noticed it. 

The Spaniard evidently realized that 
there was no more hope for him, that he 
was a prisoner. If he had had a sword he 
would have forght with that, or even 
with tooth and nail. 

But there was something else he had 
to think of; Clif saw him plunge his un- 
* injured fara into his pocket, and thought 
it was another revolver. 

But it was not. It was only a crumpled 
bit of paper, which Ignacio flung from 
him. 

It landed in the middle of the little 
stream and danced merrily away with the 
current, ; 


As has been said, Clif noticed that. 
And Clif’s mind was a quick one. He 
knew that Ignacio had not thought of 
that for nothing. 

Just as well as if he had seen that 
paper and read it, Clif knew that it con- 
tained important information of some 
kind. 

And if that was the case it was Clif’s 
business to get it; he hesitated not a 
second in thought, and only one while he 
snatched up the revolver Ignacio had 
dropped. 

Then, thrusting that into his belt as 
he turned, sprang down into the bed of 
the stream and set outin chase of that 
hurrying bit of paper. The wounded 
Spaniard was safe to leave. 

It proved by no meatus an easy chase, 
however. 


The stream was a swift little mountain 
torrent, and it had caught that light ob- 
ject in its swiftest part; the fancy oc- 
curred to Clif that it was a Spanish 
stream and knew what the paper con- 
tained, 
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And it gave him arun for it, flinging 
Then 
it came to a deep shadowy pool out into 
the middle of which whirled the paper. 
Clif plunged in boldly. 

That quick chase after the other long 
one left him quite breathless for a mo- 
ment. He thrust the paper into his 


. pocket and seizing the branch of an over- 


hanging tree drew himself up to.the bank 
to rest. . 

As it subsequently turned out, the run 
down the bed of the stream was an im- 
portant run for Clif. It proved the saving 
of his life, though it was not for a minute 
or two that he discovered it. 

He got his breath again; and then as 
he rose to his feet to return to his pris- 
oner he drew out the paper and unfolded 
it to see what it was. 

He saw that it contained a few words 
of writing on it, but before he had time 
to read them he heard a sound that made 
him start like a hunted deer. 

He heard tramping footsteps, and a 
shout in Spanish; a second later rang 
out Ignacio’s voice: 

**Help! Help!” 

Quick as a flash Clif thrust the paper 
back into his pocket, and sprang forward 
to listen; he heard a confused murmur of 
voices, and then again Ignacio’s shout. 

“Quick! Quick! Chase him! Par dios, 
he ran down the stream, and he’s got our 
plans!’’ 

And Clif, half dazed, heard a aauies 
sound in the bushes and a splashing in 
the stream, and realized that he had 
lost Ignacio again, and was in peril of 
his life. The Spanish were on his trail. 


CHAPTER VI. 
IN THE ENEMY’S COUNTRY. 


For a moment Clif was quite paralyzed 
by the suddenness of that discovery. He 
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had fancied himself safe just then—back 
in, that. wild thicket. And he thought 
that he had Ignacio safe, ‘too. 

But as he heard those cries he knew 
that Ignacio was safe in a far different 
way. He groaned in disgust with himself 
that he had not killed the villainous spy 
when he had the chance. 

For a moment the lad actually retained 
a wild’ thought of dashing back there and 
shooting Ignacio or dying in the attempt. 
But then, as realizing from the sounds 
what the number of the enemy was, he 
knew that it would be suicide to try that. 

And his heart bounded as he began to 
realize his own peril; his enemies were 
on his trail, and every instant increased 
his peril. 

It was then that he was thankful for 
his short run down the stream. Had he 
been standing by Ignacio when those 
Spaniards burst through the thicket, 
nothing in the world could have saved 
him; as it was, he had a moment’s start. 

He sprang forward at a bound, his 
quick mind soon told him what it would 
be best to do. His pursuers, whoever 
they were, were coming down the stream ; 
his only hope lay in dodging off to one 
side, | 

Fortunately the spot where he had 
landed concealed him for a moment with 
its thick bushes; he turned aud took one 


» swift glance behind him. 


That one glance was enough. It 
showed him half a dozen Spanish soldiers 
just rounding a turn in the stream a short 
distance above, and with their rifles in 
their hands running and splashing along 
with all their might. 

It was indeed a critical moment for 
Clif. He turned and, crouching in the 
grass, darted away into the thicket. 

But he was not quick enough, for all 
his quickness; his blue uniform was seen 
by one of the soldiers. 
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And the man gave a-yell. 

“Mira! There he goes!”’ 

A second lJater there was a sharp crack, 
followed by half a dozen more. The hum 
‘of Mauser bullets was about Clif’s ears. — 

But none of them struck him and he 
was away like a startled deer into the 
brush; he heard tle Spaniards hot on his 
trail and keeping up a continuous firing. 

It was indeed a terrible situation for 
Clif, caught in that way, far back in the 
country and still half breathless fronr his _ 
first run. But as if the situation were not 
bad enough he found that he had lost his 
bearings. 

He listened for the sound of the firing 
out in the bay and noticed then for the 
first-time that it had ceased. 

That seemed the last straw. Could it 
be that the ships had succeeded in cut- 
ting the cables and had withdrawn? 
Could they possibly be going without 
him ? 


It seemed quite likely to poor Clif, for 
he had Jost lis sense of time as well as of 
direction. He had no idea how long he 
might have been chasing Ignacio, and 
now that he came to think of it, it did 
seem a terribly long time. And so it was 
quite possible that the landing party had 
been compelled to retire and that Lieu- 
tenant Raymond had concluded his junior 
officer must be a prisoner. 


Those were terrible possibilities; but 
Clif put them aside until he should suc- 
ceed in reaching the bay. With those 
Spaniards hot on his track it did not seem 


likely that he would ever succeed in do- 
ing that. 


But he meant to try his prettiest, so 
long asthe bullets failed to bring him 
down; and he knew that those Spanish 
soldiers would have to be swift if they 
would catch him. . 

He still had a vague idea in which 
direction he ought to go to reach the 
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sigual station. He bent all his energies 
othe task of plowing his way through 
iat thicket. 

It was a terrible run, and Clif never 

forgot it. His first long race with Ignacio 
had tired him. Now he had the same 
thing to repeat. ‘This time fear was his 
pur, for he heard the enemy shouting 
and crashing along behind him. 
- He knew that if at any moment he let 
them get near enough to see him and fire 
t him, the end of the race would come 
"at that same instant. 


And so on and on through bushes and 
tangled vine and cane he drove, never 
looking back and never faltering. His 
chest began to burn and ‘his head began 
to reel, but again and again he brace 

_ himself and dashed on and on and on. 

There was one thing which in the ex- 
citement of his adventure with Ignacio 
Clif had quite forgot to notice—the fact 
that he was bleeding. He had an ugly 
wound in his shoulder, and when he 
moved it there was a sharp, grinding 
wrench that was agony. 


Clif knew that it meant a broken bone; 
but lhe would not have heeded it had it 
not been for the loss of blood. He began 
to realize that that was weakening him. 

He got dizzier and dizzier, fainter and 
fainter, his breath began to come in 
quick, choking gasps, and the ground 
seemed to reel and surge in front of him. 

But still came the shouts and the noise 

of pursuit behind; it seemed to grow a 

little fainter, as if he were outdistancing 

_hisenemies. That fact only encouraged 

him to still more desperate and trying 
efforts. 


So egain and again he nerved himself, 
gathered his strength and once more 
fought his way forward. But he felt as if 

very effort was his last, as if he could 
not do that once more. 
_ And yet he did, for hope and fear kept 
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him going; once he stumbled, and fell, 
but he rose again with a groan and 
sprang on. e . 

Anxiously, as he went, he strained his 
eyes for the first sight of that signal 
res and his ears for the first sound of 

‘His life, his last hope of safety, hung 
on nthe a 

For if he should reach the shore of the 
bay and find no one to help him, even if 
the ships were there, he would be shot 
down like a dog by the Spaniards behind 
him. 


no wonder that he 
strained his ears and eyes. But he got no 
sign of his friends. ‘The weary thicket 
still stretched on, and on interminably, 
but Clhifthought he must fall where he 
was, and die of exhaustion before the 
Spanish reached him. 

But that would have to be a quick 
death, for the Spaniards were close be- 
hind him, hot on the trail; they had his 
path to follow just as he had had Igna- 
cio’s, and Clif despaired of ever being 
able to shake them off. 

Before he had gone many yards further, 
however, he came to the climax of the 
agonizing race. The climax seemed to 
Clif his ruin. 


And so it was 


For he came to a broad, open, treeless 
space; and hearing the Spaniards so close 
behind him the exhausted lad realized to 
his horror that he could never get across 
that deadly space before the Spanish 
bullets brought him down. 

He reeled and faltered at the edge; he 
felt as he stared wildly across it that this 
spot would witness his death. The long 
race across was such a hopeless one that 
he cared not even to try it. 

And yet as it happened that seeming 
calamity proved Clif’s salvation for a 
time. Despairing though he was and 
dazed, he had yet sense enough to think 
of one plan, a plan he would have tried 
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at the very beginning had he known 
more about the Cuban style of fighting in 
this bush country. — 

He thought that in that dense thicket 


there might be a chance to hide; quick 


as the thought he sprang forward, ran 
down along the edge of the open space, 
and then crept silently back into the 
thicket again. 

As he did so he heard the shouting 
Spaniards burst through and out into the 


open space, -Panting and weak as he was, . 


Clif was able to creep but a short distance 
more. 

He came across a_ hiding-place that 
seemed just built for him, a big hollow 
log; he had just strength enough left to 
crawl in. 

And there he lay panting, and gaspiffg 
for breath, straining his ears to learn 
what the Spaniards would do. 


CHAPTER VII. 
IGNACIO’S SECRET. 


It was a critical moment, but Clif found 
to his intense joy and thankfulness that 
they were going to do what of all things 
he would have wished. 

It seemed from the sounds that there 
were a good number of the enemy, a 
great many more than the half dozen or 
so Clif had caught sight of, and close on 
his trail they came, tearing out into the 
open space. om 

They saw his track where he had 
forced his way through the thicket; and 
they knew perfecty well that he was try- 
ing to reach the shore, the signal station 
where his companions were. So the pos- 
sibility of his having hidden or delayed 

never once occurred to them. 

To a man they raced across the open 
space, and Clif, as he heard tlreir shouts 
receding in the distance, almost fainted 
with relief. 


And yet it would have been a poor 
time to faint, and Clif knew it. Ex- 
hausted though he was he had resolution 
and will power enough to keep his senses 
about him. 

For he*knew that his safety was fora 
inoment only; if once the Uncas and the 
Nashville steamed off and left him there 
he would be ina terrible plight indeed. 


He might as well be killed or captured at - 


once as have that happen. 

And so the seconds were precious just 
then. 
pursuit began to die in the distance, Clif 
gathered his strength and crawled out of 
his hiding place in the log. + 

Nor did he stop at that; one swift 
glance around showed him that there was 
nobody near. And he staggered to his 
feet. 


He took out his handkerchief and tied 
up the wound in his shoulder as best he 
could. It was enough to stop the slow 
trickling of the blood, and that was suffi- 
cient for the moment. 


And then he crept silently forward to 
where he could peer out into the open 
space; he saw no sign of the Spaniards. 
Clif sat down for a moment to rest and 
collect his thoughts. It flashed over him 
that those Spanish soldiers that had been 
chasing him might have another purpose 
in view besides. From the number of 
them it was more than likely that they 
had come round to attack the landing 
party of the Americans. 


If that was the case it put Clif’s friends 
in danger, but it relieved him. For it 
meant that the Spaniards were after 
larger game than he and would not stop 
to searchi when they once found he had 
eluded them. 

But there was another danger, ome that 
brought Clif to his feet with a leap. The 
Americans had no reason for holding the 
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signal station any longer, having accom- 
plished their purpose of wrecking it. 

‘® So when they were attacked they 

would without doubt retreat to their 

_ boats under the protection of the guus of 

the ships. And having gotten on board 
they would of course conclude that Clif 
had been either captured or shot, and 
that there was no use delaying on his 
account. | 

Naturally that was a terrible possibil- 
ity, and Clif started forward anxiously in 
the direction of the bay. 

Before he had taken ten steps the 
silence was broken by the crack of a re- 
volver, followed by a volley; half a min- 
ute later several of the Nashville’s big 
guns roared. 

The sound came from the direction of 
the bay, and told Clif plainer than words 
that his former pursuers had attacked the 
party at the signal station. 

What was worse, it meant that the 
latter nist already be in their boats! For 
the Nashville could not have taken part 
in a shore engagement for fear of hitting 
her own men. 

And the instant that that terrible truth 
was plain to Clif, forgetting all about the 
danger of being seen, he dashed wildly 

across the open space which had caused 
him so much dread before. 


But fortunately for him there were no 
stragglers among those Spaniards. Clif 
reached the other side and plunged into 
the thicket unseen. 


Now he once more had the firing to 
guide him in the right direction; the 
sounds were startlingly near, too, and he 
knew he must almost have reached the 
- shore. 


He had not gone very far before he 
began to realize again the necessity for 
caution; the first wave of excitement 
passed off, and he realized very soon that 
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it would make no difference to him 
whether he reached the boats or not, if 
he let himself be seen and shot at by some 


- of the Spaniards in the meantime. 


And it was fortunate for him that he 
began to pick his way more cautiously ; 
for he went on a short ways, the firing 
growing nearer and nearer; and then 
suddenly just as had happened when lead- 
ing the attack with his six men he 
caught sight of the flag on top of the 
signal tower. 

Anda single glance showed him that 
it was the same flag he had seen before; 
the American flag had _ been lowered! 
The Spaniards had once more ifttaken 
the place. 

That discovery did not surprise Clif as 
much as one might have expected. He 
had already guessed as much when he 
heard the Nashville’s guns, which by the 
way still kept booming. 


But Clif did not have much time to 
speculate about that situation just then. 
His own situation was about as_precari- 
ous, as could well be imagined, and it 
occupied all his attention. 

As he realized how close he was to his 
enemies, the solitary American gripped 
his revolver tightly and crouched low in 
the bushes, peering about him in every 
direction. But he saw no sign of any one; 
the firing all seemed to be beyond the 
signal station, down the little hill by the 
beach. 


And from that fact Clif gradually grew 
somewhat bolder. He crept forward until 
he could see the signal station plainly. 

He found as he had thought that there 
was no one near it; Clif himself was hid- 
ing in about the*same spot as the-one 
from which Ignacio had fired at him. 

But the cadet did not delay there a 
moment; crouching low and _ stealing 
along silently, he made his way swiftly 
around through the thicket. He wished 
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to reach the beach, and that without a 
moment of delay. 


He was not seen by the Spaniards, nor 
did he see anything of them until he 
reached the shore, where the whole scene 
was before his eyes. 

The Uncas and the Nashville had 
apparently completed their cable cutting 
task and had steamed out of close range 
of the batteries. Their boat’s crews, 
meanwhile (the ones which had been on 
shore), had been attacked by the party of 
Spaniards who had previously pursued 
Clif. 

The gonflict between them was taking 
place a short ways down the shore from 
where Clif was crouching in the bushes. 
The Americans were in their boats? 
another boat had come in to take off the 
men of the Uncas) and the Spaniards 
were firing at them from the land; the 
two warships were shelling the Span- 
iards vigorously meanwhile, 

That was just what Clif had expected 
to find. But it put him in a terrible 
plight. For the rowboats were already 
three-quarters of the way out to the ves- 
sels—and without Clif! 


It was true he was in no danger while 
he stayed hiding there, even though he 
was close to the signal station. But he 
could not stay there forever. And if he 
came outon the beach to signal to his 
friends he would be a target for the 
Spanish bullets. 


It was an unpleasant position the cadet 
found himself in, and he could see no 
way outof it. Yet he knew that if he 
was todo anything he ought to be set- 
ting about it soon. : 

For as soon as those boats’ crews got on 
board the vessels would most likely steam 
out of the harbor, the Spaniards follow- 
ing along the shore and banging away 
spitefully and harmlessly as was their 
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custom. How Clif was to attract the 
American’s attention he did not see. 

He thought for a moment of trying to 
swim out, but he realized that in his 
weak state he could not do it; nor did he 
care to be a floating target for two or 
three dozen Spaniards in the course of it. 

The venturesome cadet had gotten 
himself into a most unpleasant predica- 
ment. For a while he almost wished that 
he had not undertaken that chase of 
Ignacio. = 

For he and his friends were separated 
apparently forever. Even if he could suc- 
ceed in attracting their attention he felt 
that he had no right to do it. 

For a boat’s crew that came in to 
rescue him would have to face a terrible 
fire from the well hidden Spaniards; 
and when they got there they would in 
all probability find him a corpse. 

And that made him quite undecided 
what to do. He was half dazed as he 
crouched in his hiding-place and watched 
the boats row out to the ships. 

He saw thie men clamber aboard before 
very much more time had passed. He 
longed very much to be with them, even 
as one of the wounded whom he saw 
being lifted aboard. 


But every minute that passed made it 
seemless and less likely that that wish 
would ever be granted. Clif blamed 
humself for having been so blind and 
reckless in his chase of Ignacio, 

Before very many minutes had 
passed, however, he changed his mind on 
that last point. Something happened to 
make him very glad indeed that he had 
done as he did. 

And the same event made a decided 
chance in his future plans also, made 
him think that even at the cost of a 
dozen lives it was important that he 
should succeed in reaching the ships. 

A rather strange event it must have 
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been, the reader is propably thinking. 
And so it was. 

It may, be told in’ a word—Clif read 
that bit of paper ne had rescued from the 
stream ! / 

And it was the possession of that that 
made the change in his view, made him 
act so differently from what he would 
otherwise have done. 

For previously Clif had half made up 
his mind to strike back in the country 
and try to fall in with some of the Cuban 
_ -insurgents, since he could not hope to get 
back to the Uncas. 

It may seein strange that he had not 
thought anything of that bit of paper he 
found. But the only time he had stopped 
was when he crawled into that log and 
he had beeti so dazed and exhausted to 
think of anything then. ‘ 

He would not have thought of it even 
now if he had not chanced to put his 
hand into his pocket and touch it. Half 
mechanically, his eyes still on the ships 
in the bay, he drew it out. 

It did not flash over him until a mo- 
ment or two later what it was he had in 
his hand, But a it did he gave a 
start. 


For he recollected how anxious Igna- 
cio had been that he should not get it. 
Ignacio had thought of it even when he 
believed his death was at hand. 

And there was echoing in Clif’s ear 
the shout he had heard: 

“Catch him! He’s got all our plans!’? 

And it was tremblingly and eagerly 
that the cadet unfolded that water-soaked 
bit of paper. 


_ It was a delicate task and it took ion a 

long time to do it. The paper was so soft 

that it tore and mashed in his hands, 

_ and the writing on it was almost illegi- 
ble. 

Yet lying there in his hiding-place Clif 

had plenty of leisure to attend to it. He 
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got so absorbed in the task that he scon « 
forgot his peri] and where he was. 

It was a sinall sheet of yellow paper 
with a printed letter head upon ity The 
cadet recognized it as a telegraph blank. 

And it flashed over him that it was a 
message which Ignacio had either sent or 
received; and that explained his going to 
the signal station. ri 

Clif soon saw that the former gness 
was correct; it was a message Iguacio 
had been sending; for his name was 
signed at the bottom. 

And Clif spelled it out laboriously, 
word by word, sometimes letter by letter. 
What he learned was the cause of his 
sudden change of mind before men- 
tioned. ; ; 

The message disclosed what was _per- 
haps the cleverest bit of trickery Clif 
had- heard of in his life. As the cadet 
finally managed to read the words. They 
were as follows: 


_ ‘Captain General Blanco, Havana: 
**Succeeded in moving cables two hun- 
dred yards to the east. T'wo of the ene- 
iny’s ships are now taking up the dummy 
cables, Ignacio,’’ 


And Clif dropped that bit of paper and 
stared about him as if he had been shot. 


CHAPTER VIII. 


CLIF’S DARING ACT, 


It was small wonder that Clif was 
aghast as he made that discovery. Fora 
moment or two he was hardly able to 
realize what is meant. 

All the Aimericans’ work of the morn- 
ing had been for nothing! 

They had been dredging up false ca- 
bles laid in the harbor by that clever vil- 
lain, and were steaming off in trinmph 
leaving the real cables untouched. 

And Clif had gotten the secret! 

The reader may readily believe after 
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that that he was glad he had chased Ig- 
nacio, even though he had failed to kill 
him. 

Clif saw then why Ignacio had been so 
anxious to get rid of that tell-tale bit of 
paper. 

The fact that he knew that secret made 
the cadet feel that a heavy responsibility 
rested upon him. In fact it was so great 
a responsibility that for a minute or two 
his mind was in a whirl. 


‘*Those ships must not get away!’’ he 
kept muttering. ‘‘But great heavens, 
how am I to stop thein ?’’ 

He stared at them wildly. By that 
time they had gotten their men aboard 
and were well on their way out of the bay. 
And how was Clif to-stop them ? 

He thought of rushing out on the 
beach and shouting to them; but he 
knew that the Spaniards would reach him 
before the ships. 

Yet he felt that as those two vessels 
came down the shore and past him he 
would have his only chance to signal 
them, and that he must do it even if it 
cost him his life. 


Thoughts surged through his mind so 
fast that his brain wasina whirl. And 
all the time the precious minutes were 
flying and the ships steaming off without 
him and his all-important secret. 

He felt quite certain that Lieutenant 
Raymond was not going off without him 
except very reluctantly, and it was more 
than likely he was scanning the shore 
anxiously for some trace of him. In fact 
as the vessels drew nearer Clif fancied he 
could see him standing on the deck with 
the glass in his hand. 


It must be understood that the ships 
had been much farther into Cardenas Bay 
than the signal station near which Clif 
was hiding. Consequently they had to 
come much nearer to him and pass close 
to where he was. 


Clif watched them anxiously; he even 
crept half way out of the bushes. 

He thought that possibly they were 
watching the shore closely and that they 
might see some sort of signal, if he set it 
out; the Spaliards were still popping 
away a short distance down the shore and 
so-it would evidently do no good for Clif 
to fire his revolver as a signal. 

But he thought of the handkerchief he 
had tied about his wound. The instant 
the thought occurred to him he tore it off 
and thrust it out through the bushes. 

And he lay clutching it in his hand 
feverishly waiting until the two ships got 
near, so that he might wave it. 

His eyes meanwhile were as if glued to 
them. Gradually as they came more and 
more broadside on he could.make out the 
men upon them. They were distant not 
half a mile, but the air over the bay was 


sultry and not very clear, so that thie 


anxious cadet could scarcely hope to be 
recognized, 


That is unless some one should chance 
to turn his glass on_ his face as it peered 
out of the thicket. Clif saw a blue uni- 
formed figure on the Uncas and was sure 
it must be Lietitenant Raymond; but he 
was attending tu some wounded man whio 
lay on the deck, 


He had apparently no idea of looking 
for Clif; and the lad groaned aloud as he 
realized it. ; 

“They think I’m killed!’ he muttered. 

And he could not blame them for so 
believing; he had dashed away in wild — 
pursuit of Ignacio and for fifteen or 
twenty minutes he had not returned; 
meantime there had been all that firing, 
and after it the Spanish troops had ap- 
peared from the same direction. How 


could any one be expected to think Clif 
safe? 


And so as it happened no one was 
watching the bushes. The Spanish were 
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still firing from fier: but their aim was 
contemptible and they were being swiftly 
eft behind. The Americans found 
enough to do to clear away the \effects of 
the batteries’ heavy fire. 

Nearer and nearer came the two ves- 
sels, the little Uncas in the lead. Clif 
‘could almost fancy he recognized Lieu- 
tenant Raymond’s face. 


And then he began to wave his small 
signal frantically; as the vessels got 
nearly opposite to him his anxiety in- 
creased every moment. It was agony to 
him to think that his fate hung on the 
chance of soine one’s eye chancing to be 
caught by that fluttering white signal. 
Yet to give any other sigrial was almost 
impossible. 


Clif felt that if he had to stand that 
strain long he would go mad; _ the 
thought of those vessels gliding past him 
so serenely filled him with a wild impulse 

torush out and shout to them, an im- 
_ pulse he found it hard to restrain. 

And still they steamed straight on, at 
full speed, all unconscious of Clif atid 
his secret. The sailors were all busily at 
work cleaning ~ up and putting things in 
order, not even condescending to glance 
at the shore, where the Spaniards were 
popping away and where Clif was wildly 
waving his bloody handkerchief. ; 

Clif was staring at them so anxiously 
that he had eyes for nothing else; he had 
laid his revolver on the ground and if 
any of the enemy had come through the 
thicket or down the beach they would 
have taken the unfortunate cadet com- 
pletely by surprise. 

But he was fast getting into the state 


that he did not care; he was getting des- 


_ perate. 

For the twa: ships went on without 
heeding him; they’ got opposite to him— 
went slowly past him, while his agony of 
mind and body was truly terrible. No 
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shipwrecked mariner trying to attract the 
attention of a passing vessel ever suffered 
more from disappointinent and despair. 
For no mariner was ever in greater dan- 
ger, or had such important news to com- 
municate as Clif. It was this last fact 
that tormented him most; he could have 


borne his own peril. 


As the two vessels went on Clif saw 
them dip their colors and begin signal- 
ing; he saw at one glance that two other 
vessels had appeared at thé harbor’s 
mouth. 


They were the expected ones, the tor- 
pedo boat Winslow and the gunboat 
Hudson. But Clif scarcely more than 
glanced at them. 

For the Uncas and the Nashville still 
spedon. Clif in his anxiety crept out 
farther and farther, waving his handker- 
chief farther and farther out. And still 
no one heeded him, no one saw him. 

Once past him they glided away with 
swiftness that was appalling; Clif gritted 
his teeth and clinched his hands as he 
watched them. His despair increased 
with every second. : 


He got more and more desperate as 
hope left him. He thought of how the 
government would be handicapped, sup- 
posing the cables cut when they were still 
in operation. The future of the war 
might hang on that mistake, and the 
thought that he alone could rectify it set 
Clif very nearly wild. 

And the time came when he could 
stand it no longer. The time came when 
he realized he might wave that flag of 
his all day unseen. And he felt then that 
it was cowardice in him to do no inore. 

Clif Faraday was no coward; he knew 
that it was his duty to signal those ves- 
sels at any cost. And he soon made up 
his mind to do it. 

The Spaniards might kill him. But it 
was certain that the Americans when 


Only i in “ The Starry Flag” can you Read About Hal Maynard. 


a 1k 


, ‘ 
x. . a 
¥ i 


~ 


Se Saas ms “ys 


they once recognized him would row in 
to get his dead body. “There was grim 
satisfaction in that thought. 

Clif took the all important paper aud 
put it in his pocket so that the end of it 
showed and would surely be noticed. And 
then he shut his teeth with a suap and 
gathered himself together. 

It was a desperate thing the lad meant 
to do; it would have made the bravest 
hesitate. The shore was lined with Span- 
iards; the woods were fairly swarming 
with them. And out on the beach his 
blue-uniformed figure would make a fair 
target. 


But when Clif Faraday had once made 
up his mind to do a thing he usually 
wasted no tiie in hesitating. And after 
all it was a relief to him todo what he 
did then. For he had been longing with 
all his heart and soul to do it. 

With one spring he was out of the 
thicket, cleat in view of the ships. 

Most of the Spaniards he kuew to be in 
the direction of the town; the ships were 
goiug the other way, and Clif darted 
after them. He ran with all his speed, 
bounding away down the beach, 


And he raised his one well arm and 
waved it; he drew a deep breath and 
shouted at the top of his lungs: 

‘‘Help! help! Come back!”’ 

And then, still speeding on, he 
watched for the effect of his desperate act 
of heroism. | 

The effect was instant. The yell was 
heard by every man on all four ships. 

Clif saw Lieutenant Raymond snatch 
up his glass and stare at him; and that 
was enough. 

It was well that it was; au instant later 
there was a sharp crack behind Clif and 
another in the same breath. Two bullets 
whistled past him, one tearing up the 
sand just beside him. 

The Spaniards, too, had heard the cry! 
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And like a flash Clif turned and dashed 
into the bushes once more to hide. 


_ CHAPTER IX. 
A CLOSE SHAVE. 


Then indeed Clif Faraday’s position 
was a dangerous one; certainly it would 
have been hard to think how his peril 
could have been greater. 

And things moved with lightning-like 
rapidity, for the few moments that fol- 
lowed. : 

Half a dozen of the Spaniards who 
chanced to be nearest had dashed out of 
the thicket and set out in chase of Clif. 
They were still running with all their 
might down the beach when the cadet 
disappeared. 

The men of the Uncas and the Nash- 
ville must have taken their part in the 
struggle without even waiting for the 
command; for it seemed as if Clif’s shout 
were hardly out of his mouth before half 
a dozen of them whipped out their revol- 
vers and opened fire on his pursuers. 

And the large guns chimed in a mo- 
ment later; a perfect storm of shot swept 
the beach. | 

It was well aimed, too. It had to be, 
for fear of hitting the one it was meant 
to save. 

Before the withering fire some of which 
passed dangerously near to the lad’s 
hiding-place, the Spaniards recoiled in 
haste; only one of them had the nerve 
to press on, and he, clutching his rifle in 
his hand, plunged into the bushes. 

But he never caught sight of Clif; the 
lad had kept his revolver in his hand and 
he fired straight at the man’s head. The 
soldier staggered backward out on the 
beach. 

And as if to let Clif know that his act 
was seen a second volley of shots came 
from the vessels out in the bay sweeping | 


the woods on both sides of him. = 
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_. There was not a man on either of the 
ships who was not anxious to help that 
brave young cadet; they knew of the 
gallant charge he had led through the 
woods, and they made the place hot for 
any Spaniards who might be in the 
neighborhood. 
_ They came very near making it hot for 
Clif, too; some of the bullets came 
dangerously close to him. But he looked 
and saw that the two vessels had begun 
to swing round and head in, his direction. 
And also, the Winslow and the Hud- 
son, apparently comprehending the situa- 
tion, had put on full steam and were 
sweeping toward him. The Winslow, 
fastest of thei all, would plainly be the 
first to reach Chif. 


And yet the Jafi’s peril was just then 
at its very greatest. The Spaniards had 
been foiled in their attempt to attack him 
from the beach, but that made them try 
it from the other side all the more 
fiercely. 


Clif heard them shouting to each other 
back in the thicket, and knew that every 
one in the neighborhood was making for 
him. And he dared not change his posi- 
tion again for it would put hiin in the 
fire of the American ships. 

So he remained crouching where he 
was, but he turned like a stag at bay to 
fight to the very last gasp; he was wide 
awake aud active then—never more so in 
his life, for to that crisis all his energies 
had risen, and his weakness was forgotten 
in a moment. 

He crouched behind a fallen log, the 
deep grass hiding him completely, eyes 
and ears were both on the alert. 

In the meantime he reloaded his revol- 
ver, or rather he began to; he did 
not quite have time to finish, for he 
heard guick footsteps in the thicket near 
him and knew that the first of his ene- 
mies had arrived. 
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A moment later he saw them, two 
soldiers with bayoneted guns gripped 
tight in their hands. They were coming 
swiftly, peering about in every direction. 

They had not yet seen Clif, and it 
seemed a cruel thing to do. Butina 
terrible crisis like that there was no time 
to hesitate. Clif’s revolver rang out twice 
in instant succession, and the men dropped 
without a movement or a sound. 

Those reports must have been heard by 
the slips, for there was another rattling 
volley and once mote the woods around 
Clif echoed with the sharp ping of the 
bullets and the crashes of the heavier 
shot. 


But the reports were heard by the in- 
furiated Spaniards as well, and told them 
exactly where their victim lay. 

It was not fifteen seconds more before 
two more of them dashed toward the 
spot, their faces alight with excitement 
and the heat of running. 


The foremost of them caught sight of 
Clif’s face peering through the foliage 
at him, and he started back with an eager 
cry. 

**Mira! See there!’’ 

He swung up his rifle, but he never 
completed the action; for Clif’s revolver 
was already leveled. 

The man staggered backward, his eager 
cry changed to a yell of pain. 

The second soldier crouched in the 
grass out of sight; Clif saw him moving, 
evidently about to fire. 

It wasa critical moment. Clif fired in-. 
stantly when he saw the grass moving. 
The man must have been struck, for he 
leaped up with an oath. 

As he did so Clif fired a second shot 
at him and.the soldier fell across the 
body of his comrade. 

But that was the last cartridge Clif 
had! 

And he heard shouts and tramping 
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near, and coming nearer; evidently a 
whole party was making their way 
through the thicket to attack him. 

It was a moment of peril, and called 
for instant action. Clif was quick 
enough. 

The warships were banging away, 
sweeping the woods, But it would be no 
worse to be struck by an American bullet 
than a Spanish one. To remain there 
was instant death. 

Clif was on his feet like a flash. Bend- 
ing his head, crouching low, and yet run- 
ning with the speed of a deer, he darted 
way through the thicket, down along the 
shore in the direction from which the 
American ships were speeding. 

His peril was terrible at that moment, 
for the woods through which he ran were 
in a perfect hailstorm of bullets. The 
Americans could not do much to help 
him, but what little they could do they 
were doing with a vengeance. 

A six-pound shot whirled past so close 
in front of Clif’s face that he actually 
felt the swirling of the air; and he felt a 
bullet cut its way through his cap; but 
he raced on nevertheless for about fifteen 
yards further. 

Then once more he crouched to hide. 

This time he had no weapon to trust 
to but his sword; he had left his useless 
revolver behind him. He knew that his 
only hope lay in hiding. 

And he sought out the heaviest part of 
the thicket, with a little hollow of earth 
to protect him from the American shells. 
Then he crouched, panting for breath 
and peering about him with his haggard 
bloodshot eyes. 

He knew that if anybody discovered 
him then it was all up with him. 

And so the waiting was agony. ‘Those 
vessels had been a mile or so away and 
even the swiftest vessel] cannot make that 
distance in less than three or four min- 
utes. Those minutes were the longest of 
Clif’s Jife. 

For he heard all around ‘him the tram- 
pling of the Spanish troops. Those men 
were brave, certainly; one should give 
them the credit for that. There was one 
unceasing rain of bullets, and shot, and 
shell tearing through that thicket and 
mowing them down. 
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But they kept right on with their hunt 
for Clif. 2 Sa 

They seemed strangely anxious to Cap- 
ture one solitary officer. Clif could not 
account for it at first, but he finally 
guessed the reason, and as usual Ignacio 
was to blame. 

It was evident that he had told them of 
the secret Clif knew; and he had proba- 
bly added a few lies to make them search 
for him the harder. 

In that case Clif knew that the mes- 
sage in his pocket would be seen by the 
Americans if the enemy succeeded in 
killing him. He was half questioning if 
it was not his duty to make a dash out on 
the beach, where they could not get his 
body. | 

Just then, however, the thought was 
driven from his mind by a terrible event. 

For he had still kept listening anx- 
iously, tracing the footsteps as they 
moved about; he knew that every one of 
them meant an enemy and certain death 
for him. And so he fairly held his breath 
whenever one seemed to come near him. 

The Spaniards were evidently hurry- 
ing toand fro and beating up the bush 
with sword and bayonet. Clif could hear 
them shouting to each other—occasion- 
ally challenging as they met. 


But none of them came his way until 
at least two long minutes had passed. 
The fire of the ships had half slackened 
for a moment, as if *the Americans, hear- 
ing no more of Clif, had concluded that 
he must have been overwhelmed. 


And in the lull and silence Clif heard 


a twig crack—so near that it seemed as if 
it were right above his head! 


He crouched in horror, as suddenly as 
if he were trying to sink into the ground; 
but as he heard the footstep again, even 
more near, he turned his head silently 
and stole one swift glance in the direc- 
tion of the sound. 

And he saw asight that made his blood 
run cold; a Spaniard wearing a uniform 
that showed him to bea cavalry seout 
was crouching in the grass not ten yards 
from Clif! 

He had his carbine in one hand; and 
his head was bent low. He was peering 
at the ground. 
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And a moment later-he-straightened 

up with a soft exclamation. ‘ 

.— ‘‘Carramba! His footstep!” 

And Clif’s heart seemed to turn to ice 

within him. ‘The man was tracking him! 

Three steps more the Spaniard took, 
his sharp eyes darting about like a 
snakes. Clif’s glance wasaygly petrified, 
fastened upon him, as if the cadet had 
“been some animal the snake had charmed. 
- Three steps! And then once more the 
‘man glanced at the ground and then once 
‘more around him. That time his swift 
look stopped when it came to where Clif 
was crouching. 

And their eyes met! 

* For a moment the cadet was uncertain 
if the man had seen him or not, but that 
was only for an instant. 

A look of delight swept over the man’s 

S face. 

‘Por dios!’’ he gasped. 

He sprang back and gave a loud shout 
of warning. A moment later he swung 
up his carbine and Clif found himself 
staring full into the muzzle. He closed 
his eyes and waited for the shot. 


CHAPTER X. 
THE END OF THE ADVENTURE. 

Clif suffered agony of mind at that 
awful instant; all his wearied faculties 
* seemed numb. And he only knew that 
he was waiting to hear the report. 

He heard it, but it was a different one 
from the one he expected. Just what 
actually happened he would have found 
it hard to say. 

All he knew was that just in front of 
his eyes there was a terrific explosion, as 
if the. whole earth had- heaved up one 
mnighty blast; the forest seemed tumbling 
about his ears; an avalanche seemed to 
overwhelm him. 

And he found himself half suffocated,~ 
and in absolute darkness, struggling be- 
neath a load of earth; it was all he could 
do to stagger out from under it. ‘ 

And as he gazed about him, dazed, he 
saw a great yawning hole in the eartha 
short ways to one side, and the mangled 
body of the Spanish scout near it. Clif 
knew then that a shell, probably from 
one of the Hudson’s heavier guns, must 
have exploded near him. 
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The suddenness and the horror of it 
left Clif only half conscious. But he had 
not ‘an instant to lose. 

. There was first the man’s gun! 
seized it with a gasp of delight. 

And then Clif thought of his shout. It 
was already being answered by his com- 
panions back in the woods. Clif made up 
his mind to take one last desperate risk. 

The ships must be near him then; at 
any-.rate, there was no more safety for 
him in the woods. -He could not hope 
for another such deliverance. 

He turned atid dashed out of the 
thicket ayain, out to the open beach, 
glancing wildly about him as he did so. 

He saw none of the enemy. But instead 
of that, a glorious sight met his eyes. 

He saw the Winslow not a hundred 
yards from shore; a small boat full of 
eager sailors in the very act of putting 
off ! . 

And when Clif bounded out into sight, 
from all four of the vessels came a cheer 
that rent the sky. a 

And it was followed by a volley that 
fairly made the water shake, and drowned 
everything else in the terrific roar. For 
everybody might fire into the woods with 
impunity then. ‘There was no danger of 
striking Clif. 

And such a hurricane of bullets and 
roaring shells tore through the place that 
if a Spaniard were left alive in them it 
must have been by a miracle. 

But of that Clif did not think any 
more; nor did he care. He managed to 
stagger out as far as the water’s edge, 
and there he tumbled forward flat upon 
his face. Pt Sane 

If any Spaniard were able to come out 
there and shoot him he might come and 
welcome. Clif was exhausted, perfectly 
paralyzed; he could not move again, and 
he did not try. 

But he was still conscious all the time, 
still’ thmking—thinking of but one 
thing, the thing he had been thinking 
of all “that time. The inessage in his 


He 


pose 

And-that was what made him so des- 
perately calm. He felt that the Spaniards 
might perhaps put a bullet into him, but 
through the storm of shot they could not 
run down the beach to get his body. 
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And that was the only thing Clif cared 
about then. . 

He lay prostrate on the sand, his 
lreavy eyes fixed on the boat which was 
tearing in at an amazing rate of speed. 
Another was just putting off from the 
Nashville to aid it. ‘The landing of both 
protected by the galling fire from the 
four ships. 


The fire was so heavy and so well 
directed, sweeping the whole stretch of 
shore, that it “was little wonder that 
anxious as they were to do it, none of 
the Spaniards succeeded in getting near 
enough to fireon Clif. He lay there as 
safe as if there were no Spaniards within 
miles. 


And it was but a very few seconds more 

before the rowboat shot in toward thie 
beach, the young ensign in the stern 
urging the sailors on with all his might. 
And the moment that it grounded on 
the sand, within ten yards of where Clif 
av, the sailors sprang ont, and without 
waiting even to haul it up, seized their 
. revolvers and dashed up the beach. They 
i made straight for the bushes, with the 
Ee gallant officer in the lead. 
i It was a brave charge, but there was 
e not the least need of it, for there was no 
Pa one to resist it. 


He The only Spaniard who was to be seen 
‘a was lying a short distance back in the 
thicket with half of his head torn away 
by a six-pound shot; he had come very 
t near settling Clif, but he had not suc- 
ai ceeded. 

; And so, leaving the sailors to scour the 
woods, the young officer*hurried down to 
Clif, whom he found half raised up on 


onearm. ‘The ensign caught him and 
lifted him wp. ~ 


He knew Clif; had met him in Key 
West, and Clif- recognized him with a 
faint smile. Bagley was his name, since 
familiar to all of us. He was a tall, hand- 
soine young man, and he r d Clif. up 
cheerily, yet with a glanceels lorror at 
his bloodstained and clotted uniform. 

“Vou ve had a hard time of it, old 
man,’’ he said. ‘‘But you’re safe now.” 
cag | Clif’s answer was, by an act, an act he 
"had been longing to do for an hour, He 
Be es hand isito, his pocket, and 
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with trembling fingers held out the torn 
bit of paper. 

“Take it!? he gasped. ‘‘Take it}? 9 

He sauk back into thie eusion ’S aris, 
his eyes closing wearily. The young 
officer needed but a glance to see that he’ 
was unconscious. 

And s6 he Jaid him down on the sand 
again and with a puzzled look on his? 
faee, stared at the paper. 

It was in Spanish, and he could not 
read it; but he called one of the sailors - 
whom he knew could translate it. When 
the man spelled it out.one may readily 
believe that the ensign opened lis eyes 
i amazement. ; 

He was alinost too amazed to think; 
but just then the Nashville’s boat landed, 
and after a hasty.consultation with the. 
officer, Ensign Bagley gave him the paper 
andthe boat started back again to the 
Nashville. “4 


Clif was gently lifted into the other. 
The young ensign held him in his lap 
tintil they reached the Uncas, which by 
that time had steamed in near the shore. - 

There the old surgeon hastily removed 
the unconscious lad’s coat, and after 
shaking his head over the ugly-looking: 
wound, carried him below and proceeded 
to dress it and restore the lad to con- 
sciousness. It was a task which did not’ 


prove very easy, for Clif was much weak- 
ened. 


Meanwhile, the arrival of the all im-° 
portant telegram had caused no little ex- 
citement on the Nashville. ‘The offic 
were glad indeed that they had mateo 
to rescue the brave cadet, and there was 
much speculation as to ‘how. jhe could | 
have gotten the paper. ai 


The commanders of the other vessels _ 
were summoned to the Nashville for a 
hasty . conference; the result -of it is a 
matter of history. and is doubtless well 
known to the reader. 


- It was decided of course that the real 
cables must be cut, and that without de-, 
lay; the Winslow, Hudson and Nashville 
cleared for action again, and_ steamed in 
to do it. 

The Uncas lay disconsolately out in 
the offing watching them; she took no, 
Ee La in spe he Sugeest she had on 
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ard those who had been wounded in 
e first sliarp action. 

And the heavier vessels were more 
ed for the work anyhow. 

Clif lay in Tis eabin on the little gun- 
nat listening to the sounds; he knew 
rfectly well what it meant, but he was 
lad that the Uncas took no part in it. 
All desire for fighting had left him for 
etime. He felt that he had earneda 
t. 
So he closed his eyes and the sound of 
he distant firing put him to sleep. He 
new nothing of what happened. 

But it ishardly necessary for us to go 
over it; every one knowns the story of 
that next half an hour—how the three 
vessels steamed in right under the guns 
of the Spanish batteries and stayed thiere, 
wwhile the enemy’s gunners got the range. 

Then, raked by shot and shell thie 
Winslow’s engines were disabled. When 
the work was completed, she found her- 
self unable to withdraw. 
The fatal shell which cost us the first 
of our gallant officers, exploded right in 
‘the face of young Bagley, killing him 
instantly, and wounding® half a dozen 
others. ” 
After that came the trying delay while 
the Hudson got her tow-line attached to- 
the disabled vessel, the Spanish batteries 
neanwhile keeping up their merciless 
fire. The tow-rope broke, and another 
had to be substituted, all in the face of 
the enemies’ guns. 

And then the battered ships drew 
lowly out from their terrible position, 
he unfortunate victims still lying where 
ey had fallen on the deck. But the 
ab!es were cut—the real ones, thanks to 
Clif Faraday’s pluck. 

Clif never saw Ensign Bagley again; 
and perhaps it was just as well that he 
did not, for the deadly shell had madea 
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sad sight of the handsome young officer. 
He heard thestory the next day, when he 
was stronger; all they. told him then was 
that his terrible experience had not been 
yone through with for nothing—the 
cables were cut. 

Clif shed tears for his friend the en- 
sign, whose fate had been so tragic and 
sudden. ‘The cadet never forgot the wel- 
come grasp of those strong young arms 
as they raised him from the sand in the 
morning of that memorable Cardenas 
engagement. Within that same hour it 
was that he met his tragic death—went 


‘‘Where the war drums beat no longer, 
And the battle flags are furled.’’ 


[tHE END. ] 


The next number of True Blue will 
contain ‘‘Caught in a Trap; or, Clif Far- 
aday’s Terrible Set Back,’’ by Ensign 
Clarke Fitch, U. S. N. 
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their popular publication for boys. 
9 


The Tip Top Weekly, 


We wish the readers of one series to become acquainted with th 
coupon at the foot of this column will be printed in each one of th 
each clipped from a different publication, mailed to our office, will entitle you to 


American Flag, embossed on gold ground, button or | 5. Silk Bow 


Yon can secure as many pins and badges as you desire, provided you send snfficient cou : 
provided each of the set of three is froma different publication, poh it 


ail a copy of two other publications and the badge which you may select, 


Flag Weekly, Klondike Kit, Tip T 
€ the sender to a free badge or button as described above. _ 


_ If You Like “True Blue” You Will Like 
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TRUE BLUE. 


AMATEUR PHOTOGRAPHY, 


Many people imagine that a photographer's camera is a diMenit 
machine to handle, and that the work isdirty and disagreeable, Aq} 
thisisamistake. Photography is a clean, light, und pleasant ac- 
complishment, within the reach of all, ‘Th mera will prove q 
triend, reporter, and helper. With a very inexpensive camera any 
boy or girl can now learn notonly to take good pictures, but pictures 
that there is everywhere a demand for at remunerative prices, <A 
complete guide to this fascinating art, entiled AMATKUR MaNnuatz 
oY PHOTOGRAI HY, will be sent on receipt of ten cents, 


STREET & SMITH, 25 Rose street, New York, 
Manual Library Department). 


WRESTLING. 


History tells us that wrestling was the first form of athletic 
pastine. Without doubt, it gives strength and firmness, combined 
with quickness and pliability, to the limbs, vigor to the body, 
coolness and discrimination to the bead and elasticily to the tem. 
per, the whole forming an energetic combination of the greatest 

ower to be found in man. ‘The book is entitled Prorisson 

ULDOON’S WRESTLING. It is fully illustrated, and will be sen¢ 
postpaid on receipt of ten cents, Address oe 

STBEET & SMITH, 25 Rose street, New York. 
(Manual Library Department). 


-OUT-DOOR SPORTS. 


Complete instructions for playing many of the most popular ont 
of-door games is found inthis book. The gamesare filustrated 
and Very easily mastered. Price ten cents. Address 

STREET & SMITH, 25 Rose street, New York, 
Mannal Library Department). 


Show Your Colors! 


_ Every American boy should wear a patriotic emblem to show where his sympathies 
lie in these stirring times of war. 


Messrs, Street & Smith have made arrangements to 


present a patriotic badge or 


he conditions are 


meee cover weeklies for boys, retailing for five cents 


The Klondike Kit Weekly, 
The Nick Carter Weekly, 
The Diamond Dick, Jr. 


e entire line, On and after the present date the 
e above-mentioned publications, Three coupons, 
one of the following, sent to your 


, with American and Cuban flags combined. 
6. Celluloid American Flag on pin, . 
7. Button 1 1-4 inches in diameter in the following designs: 
A—American Flag. B—Cuban Flag. C—Amer- 
ican and Cuban Flags together, D—American and 
English Flags together. E—Admiral Dewey. F— 
Admiral Sampson, G—Battleship Maine. H— 
‘‘Now, will you be good.”» 1—The lowa. J—The 
Oregon. K—The Massachusetts. L—The Indiana. 
M—The Brooklyn. N—The Columbia. O—The 


Texas. P—General Lee (order by letter and num- 
ber, as 7-B., 7-D., etc.) , ; 


Three coupons secure any of the above- 


ORDER BY NUMBER. 


newsdealer, send us ten cents and one 
Address your conpons 
Fulton Stre 


each from a different one of é 
op Weekly, Nick Carter 


: TREET & 


SMITH. — 


your attention to others of our publica- 


et, New York, s 


LUE COUPON. ~~ *% 


One coupon from the True Blue, accompanied by two others, 


————e——< eee 


AMERICAN HYMN. 


Speed our Republic, 
O Father on high! 
Lead us in pathways of justice and right; 
Rulers, as well as the ruled, ‘one and 
all”, 
thou 
might! 
Hail, three times hail to our country 
and flag! ” ai 
Rulers as well as the ruled, ‘one and all,’ 
Girt Thou with virtue the armor of 
might! 
Hail, three times hail to our country and 
flay ! 


Girt with virtue the armor of 


l‘oremost in battle for freedom to stand, 
We rush to aris when aroused by its 
call: 
Still as of yore, when George Wasliung- 
ton led, 
Thunders our war cry, we conquer or 
fall! 
Hail, threc times hail to our country and 
flag ! 
Still as of yore when George Washiing- 
tou led, 
Thunders our 
fall! 
Hail, three times hail to our country 
aud flag! 


War Crv, we conquer or 


Faithful and honest to friend and to foe, 
Willing to die in huimanity’s cause, 
Thus we defy all tyrannical pow’r, 
While we contend for our Union and 
laws! 
Hail, three times hail*to our country and 
flag! . 5 
Thus we defy all tyrannical pow’r, 
While we contend for our Uition and 
laws! 
Hail, three times hail to our country 
and flag! * 


Rise up, proud eagle, rise up to the 
clouds! 
Spread thy broad wings o’er thus fair 
western world! 
Fling from thy beak our dear banner of 
old— 
Show that 
furled ! 
Hail, three times hail to our country anc 
flag! 
Fling from thy beak our dear banner 
of old— 
Show that it still is for freedom unfurled! 
Hail, three times hail to our country 


aud flag ! 


it still is for freedom un- 


- 


FIRMLY STAND, MY NATIVE 
LAND. 


Firmly stand, firmly stand,emy native 
land, 

Firmly stand, firmly stand, my native 
land, | 

Free in heart, and true in hana, 

All that’s lovely cherish ; 

Thus shall God remain thy friend, 

Then shall heav’n thy walls defend! 


Freedom! Freedom! Freedom shall nét 
perish! . 

Firmly stand, firmly stand, 

Firmly stand, firmly stand, my native 
land, my native land. 


Safely «dwell, safely dwell, my native 


land: 
Safely cw, fel dwell, my native 
land, . 
May thy sons united stand, 
Firm and true forever; 
God forbid the day should rise, 
When ’tis said our freedom dies! 


Freedom! Freedom! Freedom die? Oh 
never ! 

Safely dwell, safely dwell, 

native 

land, my native land. ’ 


Safely dwell, safely dwell, my 


Sing for joy, sing for joy, my native 
land, 

Sing for joy, my native land, 

In thee dwells a noble band, os 

All thy weal to cherish}, — . , 

God with might will guard thee round, 

While thy steps in truth are fuund. 


; 


Freedom! Freedom! Freedom shall not 
perish ! 

Sing for joy, sing for joy, * 

Sing for joy, sing for joy, my native 
land, my native land. 


‘ 


* 


mY 


* 


